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THE SHADOWS  ON THE  GLASS

"V T T H E N far into the night I sit and work,
V V   Within a dim room where the shadows lurk;

Still and black before me as a pond

A window is, and the deeper night beyond:

Shade of another world although it be.
The shapes of friendlier things I often see.

For there upon the mirrored deeps of space
Are the homely signs of this my chosen place:

A polished surface lit in kindly glow.
The tongues of firelight dancing in a row

On shelf and cupboard; and in far back-ground
The great doors that may move, and with no sound.

My self looks at me from the darkened glass.
And holds my eyes whenever they would pass:

And if a shadow now should wake and stir

This room to movement, and my heart to fear...

A sudden flash of the eyes, as a bird takes cover.
The moment broken, and the dread is over.

The room resumes its quiet homeliness,

And nothing stirs in the night's lone distances.

49